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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS... 
the big, new 144-page book 



CAL SMITH on 

MODEL BUILDING 




All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one of the country's 
leading authorities on model building. 

As a writer, designer, illustrator and 
winning contestant. Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 

His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-point 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, facts and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING .. .today! 




at your local newsstand 754 


FAWCETT BOOKS, Dept. C-7, Greenwich, Connecticut. Order number 139 
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ISMASKED MENACE, 


( Gabby Hayes Tall Tale 




e, young folks. I 


||OWDY, t 

admiring my nobit steed, Corker. I_ 

some handsome hunk of horseflesh, isn’t he? 
Now watch what happens when I say, “Kneel, 
Corker.” See how he gets down on his knees 
so I can dismount? I tell you, there’s not an¬ 
other cayuse like him in the whole west. Why, 
Corker can do everything but talk! 

And speaking of that, I recollect a few years 
back when I happened to meet up with a horse 
that could talk! I see your eyes a-popping and 
I reckon you wouldn’t even believe this story 
if it was told to you by anybody but Honest 
Gabby Hayes. Let’s all sit ourselves on this 
here corral rail and I’ll tell you all about this 
talking horse which I nicknamed Mr. Chatter. 

One day, I was sitting on the porch of the 
Rawhide General Store, waiting for somebody 
to come along for me to talk to. It was one of 
those red hot, lazy summer days. There wasn’t 
a soul stirring on Main Street and the only 
sound was the buzz of some big flies, trying 
to bore their way through the screen door to 
get at the sugar barrel. 

I had just bought me a poke of apples in 
the store so I took one out of the bag and 
began to chomp on i,t. Imagine my surprise 
when somebody said, “Say, Buster, how about 
giving me a bite of that apple?” 

I looked up and down the street and behind 
me and every which way and there wasn’t a 
human being in sight. The voice spoke again, 
"Please, mister. I sure would admire to have 
a bite of apple. I haven’t had anything to eat 
but dried up sage grass for nearly a week." 

And ’twas then I noticed who was talking 
to me. It was this big roan, standing near the 
hitching rail. I was plumb astounded as he con¬ 
tinued, “Don’t think I’m just a begger. I’ll pay 
you for the apple as soon as I get a job. And 
believe me, when I’m employed I work like a 


horse!” 

Well, sir, that seemed fair enough and he 
had an honest face for a roan. So I pulled a 


good size apple o 

“Here, friendt I never like to see anybody go 
hungry, man or beast. Have an apple. Have 
as many as you like. And as for paying me, 
don't worry about it.” 

(Those apples were three for a penny and I 
figured it wouldn’t hurt me even if he didn’t 
pay me back for a month.) 

After he had eaten enough to satisfy him, I 
remarked, “It’s rather uncommon to meet up 
with a horse that speaks English like you do.” 

“Well, I do my best,” he responded, modest¬ 
ly. "Of course, sometimes when I get excited, 
I’m afraid I have just a trace of af cent. There’s 
Spanish blood in my veins,” he explained. 

For awhile we talked about the weather and 
the condition of the crops and what prices 
were being paid on the cattle market and all 
the same kind of things that a man and a horse 
are likely to talk about. Then an idea struck 
me like a bolt from the blue. I had a plan to 
unmask the Masked Menace! 

You’ve heard of him, of course. He was well- 
nigh as notorious as Jesse James! He special¬ 
ized in holding up stagecoaches out on the 
lonely road through the badlands. None of the 
victims could ever identify him on account of 
the mask. Some folks suspected that he was 
probably a citizen of Rawhide, going around 
pretending to be a good, honest person. There 
tke sure until I got my great 




"Hey, Mr. Chatter, come on down to the 
sheriff’s office with me!”I said. 

“Yoij mean me?” asked the roan. "But I 
haven’t committed any crime. I didn’t steal 
your apples!” 
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work together to stop a crime. But I want to 
confer with my friend, Sheriff Slim. Come on.” 

I asked Mr. Chatter to wait outside while I 
went into the lawman’s office. The sheriff was 
at his desk. “Slim,” I said, “I think I have 
figured out a way to get the goods oh this here 
Masked Menace.” 

“How, Gabby, how?” exclaimed Slim. 

I responded, “Well, now, I was just talking 
to this horse out here and he says . . 

Slim is pretty strong and he caught me by 
surprise. He picked me up bodily and laid me 
out on the couch alongside the wall. He said, 
“Gabby, you lie there real quiet like and you 
may recover. You’ve had a sunstroke. I’m going 
after the doctor right away!” 

I was so flabbergasted I couldn't open my 
mouth and he hurried out the door. I got up 
and ran out a second later. I said to the roan, 
“Hey, Mr. Chatter, the sheriff thinks I’ve gone 
loco. You’ve got to get me away from here 
right away.” 

“Sure, get on board!” he said. I mounted and 
we went whisking away from there. I decided 
that on account of the way Slim had acted, I 
would unmask the Masked Menace all by my¬ 
self. That is, by myself with the help of Mr. 
Chatter. I hadn’t paid any attention to where 
we were going. We were well out on the plains 
when we happened to encounter Smiling Smith, 
the Friendly Horse-Trader. I nudged Mr. Chat¬ 
ter and said, "Keep mum. Let me do the talk¬ 
ing.” 

Smiling Smith grinned and said, "Mighty 
fine-looking horse you’re astride there, Gabby. 
Care to sell him?” 

“I dunno,” I responded. “I only just got 
acquainted with him and I’m trying him out.” 

“Well, bear me in mind,” said Smiling Smith, 
smiling. “Remember, nobody but nobody gives 
you a better price than Smiling Smith.” 

He rode away and Mr. Chatter and I contin¬ 
ued to the badlands. As I rode, I explained my 
scheme to the roan. I told him to hang around 
the stage road and sort of follow the stage. 
Then, when the Masked Menace pulled a 


holdup, Mr. Chatter could follow the Menace 
until he unmasked. “He’ll never suspect a 
horse,” I said. “Then you can go into court 
and be a surprise witness. There’s a thousand 
dollar reward, and you and me will split it.” 

Mr. Chatter was all in favor of helping law 
and order so he agreed. He waited around. 
When the Masked Menace staged a holdup, 
he followed him and saw him take off his 
mask. Then he hurried to tell me about it. In 
fact, he was in such a hurry that that’s where 
he made his mistake! Instead of waiting to get 
to the bridge, he jumped in and swam across 
Deep Freeze River, which is made up entirely 
of melted snow from the mountains. When he 
got to me, the roan had such a terrible case of 
laryngitis that he could only talk in a whisper. 
He whispered the name, “Smiling Smith.” 

But before I could ever get him to court 
as a witness, he had lost his voice entirely! 

Well, sir, it looked like our whole court 
case was smashed to pieces, but Gabby Hayes 
is not one to take defeat easily. I figured if 
Smiling Smith was really the Masked Menace, 
it would be dangerous to prove, but I’d do it 
anyway. I followed that hombre out of town 
and the next time he tried to holdup the stage. 
I had a gun at his back. “You are all finished, 
Mr. Masked Menace,” I said. "It’s the cala¬ 
boose for you!” 

W GOT the thousand dollar reward, but being 
a fair man, I split it fifty-fifty with Mr. 
Chatter, after taking out what he owed me 
for the apples. He took his share and bought 
steamboat passage to Spain, saying he had 
always wanted to get a look at the home of his 

week and he’s not too happy over there—seems 
like he can’t find anybody that speaks English! 

THE END 


Rend the riotous TALL TALES in future 
issues of GABBY HAYES WESTERN. 
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Now You Can Get GABBY HAYES WESTERN Each Month, By Mail 

(Please print your name dearly in pencil) 































ROUND THE CLOCK...ROUND THE WORLD AID 

+ by your AMERICAN NATIONAL RED CROSS + 


OCCUPATIONAL THERAPY FOR WOUNDED VETERANS! 
FIRST A/D TRAINING CENTERS! 

RESCUE A/O IN NATIONAL DISASTERS! 

BLOOD FOR U.S. CASUALTIES IN KOREA! 

-NEW BACK PRESSURE-ARM LIFT METHOD OF ARTIFICIAL RESPIRATION_ 



+ SUPPORT SOUR RED CROSSt + 

--- 
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MVS 4 FREE TRIPS TO 
MYRED RYDER RANCH! . 

■fled Rifde* 


YOUR TARGETS, ENTRY BLANK MUST BE MAILED BY MIDNIGHT MAY 29th 

’on’t even have to own a Daisy to Defenders, 50 Daisy Pump Guns, 50 
ne of the 4 Free Trips to Red Daisy Red Ryder Carbines, Trophy 
•’s Ranch or one of the 257 air Cups, Medals provided that they are 

1952 & if they send in application 
form and 50-cent membership Fee with 
their Contest Targets before midnight. 
May 29,1952! non-nra division^ If 

one of tL°50D^isy Aii S RifbI f fNo e i55°)! 

Daisy"Dealer—or^na iT 











